RUPTURE

dresses. Today he had selected the names of small cakes, the tailor-
mades were called "Friand," "Sable53 and "Macaron," while the
wedding-dress, in broderie anglaise, was called "Puits d* Amour."

Germain had also invented the season's colour: "Eternity" blue.

Marcel Germain himself, in a periwinkle-blue coat and a flame-
coloured bow-tie, his eyes bulging slightly and his blond hair looking
like a wavy wig, was walking up and down the passages in a state of
nerves, anxiety and agitation, watching for applause, like a playwright
at his first night.

"Oh, my dears, 'Brioche' is not going down well! Yes, I know what
I'm talking about, that coat's a failure," he was saying to the group of
cutters and head saleswomen who surrounded him. "I knew it, we
should never have let it go. And what about Mama? Have you seen
Mama? Is Mama in absolute despair? Poor Mama!'*

Madame Germain, the creator's mother, looking pink and sensible
beneath her white hair, was sitting among the important American
buyers, distributing smiles and encouragement.

The senior employees were busy reassuring the dressmaker, while
the business manageress, Madame Merlier, a woman with a distin-
guished profile, and hah* drawn severely back from the forehead, was
doing her best to instil a little manly fortitude.

But Germain went on wringing his hands. They were in the midst
of crisis. As always, there were models that had not been got ready
in time. The dressmaker and his staff had worked till three o'clock
in the morning, in the studio, rectifying details, and indeed even
since the show had begun, the workroom had been busy with their last
thoughts.

"And 'Mille Feuilles': is 'Mille Feuilles' ready?" Marcel Germain
asked. "Really, it's too appalling! What on earth's the workroom
doing with * Marguerite'? 'Mille Feuilles' is the clou of the collection.
The whole thing depends on it. Merlier, dear, please, please, go and
see what's going on!"

She was the third person he had sent in the last ten minutes to find
out what was happening to "Mille Feuilles,"

" If we can't show that dress, I don't mind telling you I shall close
down the business tonight," Germain declared. " I'll put everyone out
on the street. A cigarette, I want a cigarette. No, not those, mine.
Where are they? Look at her, look at her, Ghantal, just look at her!"
he groaned, pointing to a mannequin on the point of entering the big
salon. "She's forgotten her ear-rings Really, I promise you, it's enough
to kill one!"

It was at this moment that he was informed of the arrival of
Mademoiselle Dual who wished to select, with urgency, a dress for the
stage.

"Oh no! Oh no!" cried the dressmaker. "She inu&t come back later,
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